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Who Am I To Go Against Fate? 


Those smug eyes, staring at me from across the table, smiling and grinning at me. How | wished | could just 


reach over and wipe the smile of his pretty lips. 


"Taste good, ‘Arry?", he asked, leaning back on his chair and chewing on some of the chicken he had ordered 


earlier. 


"Yes", | mumbled, looking down into the wood and wondering if anyone would notice if | just kicked him under the 


table. 
Oh how | wished that the rest of the band was here. 


"ve heard that this place serves fortune cookies. You up for getting your future seen?", Bruce asked, already 


asking a waiter over before he had even heard my answer. 


"Two fortune cookies please", he smiled, the waiter nodding and scrambling over to the counter where the bowl 


of cookies were held. Smug bastard, he had probably planned this ahead. 


The waiter placed the small cookies on each side of our table, Bruce smiling at me before motioning with his 


head that | should open it in a hurry. 


"Come on ‘Arry, you first", he smiled, causing me to roll my eyes and reach over for the bloody thing, hoping 
that it would make him shut his mouth and let me enjoy my food in peace. 


As | opened, a little white note fell out, and while | popped the cookie into my mouth | read aloud. 
"Something special will happen soon enough. Prepare and enjoy". 
He smiled even wider now, looking like someone who just won the goddamn lottery. 


"Sounds good’, he decided, reaching over for his own cookie and opening it, taking the little note and not caring 


about the cookie at all. 

"The person in front of you is waiting for something special that you can give. Show the person your love". 
My eyes widened, and before | was even able to scramble away he had already moven forward and planted his 
lips on mine, causing me to grunt and feeling like a deer in the headlights. Dear God don't let the media be 


anywhere near! 


He moved a bit closer, trying to open my lips with his tongue, and for some reason unbeknown to me, | granted 


him entry and planted my arms around his neck. 
When we parted, he was looking even more smug than before. 


"Wot the fuck is wrong with you, you mental wanker", | muttered, combing my fingers through his silky locks. 
Why, | had no idea 


"I am just a normal man ‘Arry. And who is a normal man to just go against fate like that?", he grinned. 


